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“ ANY things that among the Greeks
are considered improper and unfit-
ting,” wrote Cornelius Nepos in the pref-
ace to his “Lives,” “are permitted by our
customs. Is there by chance a Roman who
is ashamed to take his wife to a dinner
away from home? Does it happen that
the mistress of the house in any family
does not enter the anterooms frequented
by strangers and show herself among
them? Not so in Greece: there the wo-
man accepts invitations only among fami-
lies to which she is related, and she re-
mains withdrawn in that inner part of the
house which is called the gynaeceum,
where only the nearest relatives are ad-
mitted.”

This passage, one of the most signifi-
cant in all the little work of Nepos, draws
in a few, clear, telling strokes one of the
most marked distinctions between the
Greco-Asiatic world and the Roman.
Among ancient societies, the Roman was
probably that in which, at least among the

better classes, woman enjoyed the greatest
social liberty and the greatest legal and
economic autonomy. There she most
nearly approached that condition of moral
and civil equality with man which makes
her his comrade, and not his slave—that
equality in which modern civilization sees
one of the supreme ends of moral progress.
The doctrine held by some philosophers
and sociologists, that military peoples sub-
ordinate woman to a tyrannical régime of
domestic servitude, is wholly disproved by
the history of Rome. If there was ever a
time when the Roman woman lived in a
state of perennial tutelage, under the au-
thority of man from birth to death—of
the husband, if not of the father, or, if not
of father or husband, of the guardian—
that time belongs to remote antiquity.
When Rome became the master state of
the Mediterranean world, and especially
during the last century of the republic,
woman, aside from a few slight limita-
tions of form rather than of substance, had
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already acquired legal and cconomic inde-
pendence, the condition necessary for so-
cial and moral equality. As to marriage,
the afhianced pair could at that time choose
between two different legal family régimes:
marriage with manus, the older form, in
which all the goods of the wife passed to
the ownership of the husband, so that she
could no longer possess anything in her
own name; or marriage without manus,
in which only the dower became the prop-
erty of the husband, and the wife remained
mistress of all her other belongings and all
that she might acquire. Except in some
cases, and for special reasons, in all the
families of the aristocracy, by common
consent, marriages, during the last cen-
turies of the republic, were contracted in
the later form; so that at that time mar-
ried women directly and openly had gained
economic independence.

THE CIVIL RIGHTS OF THE WIFE

DurinG the same period, indirectly, and
by means of juridical evasions, this indepen-
dence was also won by unmarried women,
who, according to ancient laws, ought to
have remained all their lives under a guar-
dian, either selected by the father in his
will or appointed by the law in default of
such selection. To get around this diffi-
culty, the fertile and subtle imagination
of the jurists invented first the tutor op-
tivus, permitting the father, instead of
naming his daughter’s guardian in his will,
to leave her free to choose one general
guardian or several, according to the busi-
ness in hand, or even to change that offi-
cial as many times as she wished.

To give the woman means to change
her legitimate guardian at pleasure, if her
father had provided none by will, there
was invented the tutor cessicius, thereby
allowing the transmission of a legal guar-
dianship. However, though all restric-
tions imposed upon the liberty of the un-
married woman by the institution of tute-
lage disappeared, one limitation continued
in force—she could not make a will. Yet
even this was provided for, either by fic-
titious marriage or by the invention of the
tutor fiduciarius. The woman, without
contracting matrimony, gave herself by
coemptio (purchase) into the manus of a
person of her trust, on the agreement that
the coemptionator would free her: he be-
came her guardian in the eyes of the law.

THE GENTURY MAGAZINE

WOMAN’S SOCIAL EQUALITY WITH MAN

THERE was, then, at the close of the re-
public little disparity in legal condition
between the man and the woman. As is
natural, to this almost complete legal
equality there was united an analogous
moral and social equality. The Romans
never had the idea that between the mun-
dus muliebris (woman's world) and that
of men they must raise walls, dig ditches,
put up barricades, either material or
moral. They never willed, for example,
to divide women from men by placing be-
tween them the ditch of ignorance. To be
sure, the Roman dames of high society were
for a long time little instructed, but this
was because, moreover, the men distrusted
Greek culture. When literature, science,
and Hellenic philosophy were admitted
into the great Roman families as desired
and welcome guests, neither the authority,
nor the egoism, nor yet the prejudices of
the men, sought to deprive women of the
joy, the comfort, the light, that might
come to them from these new studies. We
know that many ladies in the last two cen-
turies of the republic not only learned to
dance and to sing,—common feminine
studies, these,—but even learned Greek,
loved literature, and dabbled in philosophy,
reading its books or meeting with the fa-
mous philosophers of the Orient.
Moreover, in the home the woman was
mistress, at the side of and on equality
with her husband. The passage I have
quoted from Nepos proves that she was
not segregated, like the Greek woman:
she received and enjoyed the friends of her
husband, was present with them at festi-
vals and banquets in the houses of fami-
lies with whom she had friendly relations,
although at such banquets she might not,
like the man, recline, but must, for the
sake of greater modesty, sit at table. In
short, she was not, like the Greek woman,
shut up at home, a veritable prisoner.

HER FREEDOM

SHE might go out freely; this she did
generally in a litter. She was never ex-
cluded from theaters, even though the Ro-
man government tried as best it could for
a long period to temper in its people the
passion for spectacular entertainments.
She could frequent public places and have
recourse directly to the magistrates. We
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EUMACHIA, A PUBLIC PRIESTESS OF ANCIENT ROME

have record of the assembling and of dem-
onstrations made by the richest women of
Rome in the Forum and other public
places, to obtain laws and other provisions
from the magistrates, like that famous
demonstration of women that Livy de-
scribes as having occurred in the year
195 B.C., to secure the abolition of the
Oppian Law against luxury.

What more? We have good reason
for holding that already under the re-
public there existed at Rome a kind of

woman’s club, which called it-
self conventus matronarum and
gathered together the dames of
the great families. Finally, it
is certain that many times in
critical moments the govern-
ment turned directly and offi-
cially to the great ladies of
Rome for help to overcome the
dangers that menaced public af-
fairs, by collecting money, or im-
ploring with solemn religious
ceremonies the favor of the gods.
One understands then, how
at all times there were at Rome
women much interested in pub-
lic affairs. The fortunes of the
powerful families, their glory,
their dominance, their wealth,
depended on the vicissitudes of
politics and of war. The heads
of these families were all states-
men, diplomats, warriors; the
more intelligent and cultivated
the wife, and the fonder she was
of her husband, the intenser the
absorption with which she must
have followed the fortunes of
politics, domestic and foreign;
for with these were bound up
many family interests, and often
even the life of her husband.

Was the Roman family, then,
the reader will demand at this
point, in everything like the
family of contemporary civi-
lization? Have we returned
upon the long trail to the point
reached by our far-away fore-
bears?

THE ROMAN THEORY OF
MARRIAGE

No. If there are resemblances
between the modern family and the Roman,
there are also crucial differences. Although
the Roman was disposed to allow woman
judicial and economic independence, a re-
fined culture, and that freedom without
which it is impossible to enjoy life in dig-
nified and noble fashion, he was never ready
to recognize in the way modern civilization
does more or less openly, as ultimate end
and reason for marriage, cither the personal
happiness of the contracting parties or
their common personal moral develop-
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ment in the unifying of their
characters and aspirations. The
purpose of marriage was, so to
speak, exterior to the pair. As
untouched by any spark of the
metaphysical spirit as he was
unyielding—at least in action—
to every suggestion of the philo-
sophic; preoccupied only in en-
larging and consolidating the
state of which he was master,
the Roman aristocrat never re-
garded matrimony and the fam-
ily, just as he never regarded
religion and law, as other than
instruments for political domi-
nation, as means for increasing
and establishing the power of
every great family, and by fam-
ily affiliations to strengthen the
association of the aristocracy,
already bound together by po-
litical interest.

For this reason, although the
Roman conceded many privi-
leges and recognized many rights
among women, he never went
so far as to think that a woman
of great family could aspire to
the right of choosing her own
husband. Custom, indeed, much
restricted the young man also,
at least in a first marriage. The
choice rested with the fathers,
who were accustomed to aff-
ance their sons early, indeed,
when mere boys. The heads of
two friendly families would find
themselves daily together in the
struggle of the Forum and the
Comitia, or in the deliberations
of the Senate. Did the idea oc-'
cur to both that their children,
if afianced then, at seven or
eight years of age, might cement
more closely the union of the two families,
then straightway the matter was definitely
arranged. The little girl was brought up
with the idea that some day, as soon as
might be, she should marry that boy, just
as for two centuries in the famous houses
of Catholic countries many of the daugh-
ters were brought up in the expecta-
tion that one day they should take the
veil.

Every one held this Roman practice as
reasonable, useful, equitable; to no one

Now in the Museo Nazionale, Naples

THE SISTER OF M. NONIUS BALBUS

did the idea occur that by it violence was
done to the most intimate sentiment of lib-
erty and independence that a human being
can know. On the contrary, according to
the common judgment, the well-governing
of the state was being wisely provided for,
and these alliances were destroying the
seeds of discord that spontaneously germi-
nate in aristocracy and little by little de-
stroy it, like those plants sown by no man’s
hand, which thrive upon old walls and
become their ruin.
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This is why one knows of every famous
Roman personage how many wives he had
and of what family they were. The mar-
riage of a Roman noble was a political act,
and noteworthy; because a youth, or even
a mature man, connecting himself with
certain families, came to assume more or
less fully the political responsibilities in
which, for one cause or another, they were
involved. This was particularly true in
the last centuries of the republic,—that is,
beginning from the Gracchi,—when for
the various reasons which I have set forth
in my “Gereatness and Decline of Rome,”
the Roman aristocracy divided into two
inimical parties, one of which attempted
to rouse against the other the interests, the
ambitions, and the cupidity, of the middle
and lower classes. The two parties then
sought to reinforce themselves by matri-
monial alliances, and these followed the
ups and downs of the political struggle
that covered Rome with blood. Of this
fact the story of Julius Casar is a most
curious proof.

THE MARRIAGES OF JULIUS CASAR

THE prime reasén for Julius Casar’s be-
coming the chief of the popular party is to
be found neither in his ambitions nor in
his temperament, and even less in his po-
litical opinions, but in his relationship to
Marius. An aunt of Cesar had married
Caius Marius, the modest bankrupt farmer
of revenues, who, having entered politics,
had become the first general of his time,
had been elected consul six times, and had
conquered Jugurtha, the Cimbri, and the
Teutons. The self-made man had become
famous and rich, and in the face of an
aristocracy proud of its ancestors, had
tried to ennoble his obscure origin by tak-
ing his wife from an ancient and most
noble, albeit impoverished and decayed,
patrician family.

But when there broke out the revolu-
tion in which Marius placed himself at
the head of the popular party, and the rev-
olution was overcome by Sulla, the old
aristocracy, which had conquered with
Sulla, did not forgive the patrician family
of the Julii for having connected itself
with that bitter foe, who had made so
much mischief. Consequently, during the
period of the reaction, all its members
were looked upon askance, and were sus-

pected and persecuted, among them young
Casar, who was in no way responsible for
the deeds of his uncle, since he was only
a lad during the war between Sulla and
Marius.

This explains how it was that the first
wife of Ceesar, Cossutia, was the daughter
of a knight; that is, of a financier and rev-
enue-farmer. For a young man belonging
to a family of ancient senatorial nobility,
this marriage was little short of a mésal-
liance; but it is easy to understand, if we
reflect that, toward 80 B.c., when the aris-
tocratic reaction was in hot activity, it
was not easy for a senatorial family to
give a daughter to the nephew of Marius.

It is known that Cossutia died when
still very young, after only a few years of
married life, and that Casar’s second mar-
riage in the year 68 B.C., was quite differ-
ent from his first, since the second wife,
Pompea, belonged to one of the noblest
families of the conservative aristocracy—
was, in fact, a niece of Sulla. How could

_the nephew of Marius, who had escaped

as by miracle the proscriptions of Sulla,
ever have married the latter’s niece? Be-
cause in the dozen years intervening be-
tween 80 and 68, the political situation
had gradually grown calmer, and a new
air of conciliation had begun to blow
through the city, troubled by so much con-
fusion, burying in oblivion the bloodiest
records of the civil war, calling into fresh
life admiration for Marius, that hero who
had conquered the Cimbri and the Teu-
tons. In that moment, to be a nephew of
Marius was no longer a crime among any
of the great families; for some, on the
contrary, it was coming to be the begin-
ning of glory. But that situation was
short-lived. After a brief truce, the two
parties again took up a bitter war, and for
his third wife Casar chose Calpurnia, the
daughter of Lucius Calpurnius Piso, con-
sul in 58, and a most influential senator of
the popular party.

THE INFLUENCE OF POLITICS ON
MARRIAGE

WHOEVER studies the history of the in-
fluential personages of Casar’s time, will
find that their marriages follow the for-
tunes of the political situation. Where a
purely political reason was wanting, there
was the economic. A woman could aid




THE WOMEN OF THE CASARS 9

powerfully a political career in two ways:
by ably administering the household and
by contributing to its expenses her dower
or her personal fortune. Although the

son for this lay in the fact that for the
aristocratic families, who were in posses-
sion of vast lands and many flocks, it was
easy to provide themselves from their own

From the marble bust in the British Museum

JULIUS CZESAR

Romans gave their daughters an education
relatively advanced, they never forgot to
inculcate in them the idea that it was the
duty of a woman, especially if she was
nobly born, to know all the arts of good
housewifery, and especially, as most im-
portant, spinning and weaving. The rea-

estates with the wool necessary to clothe
all their household, from masters to the
numerous retinue of slaves. If the mater-
familias knew sufficiently well the arts of
spinning and weaving to be able to organ-
ize in the home a small “factory” of
slaves engaged in such tasks, and knew
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how to direct and survey them, to make
them work with zeal and without theft,
she could provide the clothing for the
whole household, thus saving the heavy
expense of buying the stuffs from a mer-
chant—notable economy in times when
money was scarce and every family tried
to make as little use of it as possible.
The materfamilias held, then, in every
home, a prime industrial office, that of
clothing the entire household, and in pro-
portion to her usefulness in this office was
she able to aid or injure the family.

THE IMPORTANCE OF THE WIFE'S
FORTUNE

MOoRE important still were the woman'’s
dower and her personal fortune. The Ro-
mans not only considered it perfectly hon-
orable, sagacious, and praiseworthy for a
member of the political aristocracy to
marry a rich woman for her wealth, the
better to maintain the luster of his rank,
or the more easily to fulfil his particular
political and social duties, but they also
believed there could be no better luck or
greater honor for a rich woman than for
this reason to marry a prominent man.
They exacted only that she be of respecta-
ble habits, and even in this regard it ap-
pears that, during certain tumultuous peri-
ods, they sometimes shut one eye.
Tradition says, for example, that Sulla,
born of a noble family, quite in ruin, owed
his money to the bequest of a Greek wo-
man whose wealth had the most impure
origin that the possessions of a woman
can possibly have. Is this tradition only
the invention of the enemies of the terrible
dictator? In any event, how people of
good standing felt in this matter in normal
times is shown by the life of Cicero.
Cicero was born at Arpino, of a knightly
family, highly respectable, and well edu-
cated, but not rich. That he was able to
pursue his brilliant forensic and political
career, was chicfly due to his marriage to
Terentia, who, although not very rich,
had more than he, and by her fortune
enabled him to live at Rome. But it is
well known that after long living together
happily enough, as far as can be judged,
Cicero and Terentia, already old, fell into
discord and in 46 B.C. ended by being
divorced. The reasons for the divorce are
not exactly clear, but from Cicero’s letters

A

it appears that financial motives and dis-
putes were not wanting. It seems that
during the civil wars Terentia refused to
help Cicero with her money to the extent
he desired; that is to say, at some tremen-
dous moment of those turbulent years she
was unwilling to risk all her patrimony
on the uncertain political fortune of her
husband.

Cicero’s divorce, obliging him to return
the dower, reduced him to the gravest
straits, from which he emerged through
another marriage. He was the guardian
of an exceedingly rich young woman,
named Publilia, and one fine day, at the
age of sixty-three, he joined hands with
this seventeen-year-old girl, whose posses-
sions were to rehabilitate the great writer.

THIs conception of matrimony and of
the family may seem unromantic, prosaic,
materialistic; but we must not suppose
that because of it the Romans failed to ex-
perience the tenderest and sweetest affec-
tions of the human heart. The letters of
Cicero himself show how tenderly even
Romans could love wife and children.
Although they distrusted and combatted
as dangerous to the prosperity and well-
being of the state those dearest and gen-
tlest personal affections that in our times
literature, music, religion, philosophy, and
custom have educated, encouraged, and
exalted, as one of the supreme fountains of
civil life, should we therefore reckon them
barbarians? We must not forget the great
diversity between our times and theirs.
The confidence which modern men repose
in love as a principle, in its ultimate wis-
dom, in its beneficial influence on the af-
fairs of the world; in the idea that every
man has the right to choose for himself
the person of the opposite sex toward
whom the liveliest and strongest personal
attraction impels him—these are the su-
preme blossoms of modern individualism,
the roots of which have been able to fasten
only in the rich soil of modern civilization.

The great ease of living that we now
enjoy, the lofty intellectual development
of our day, permit us to relax the severe
discipline that poorer times and peoples,
constrained to lead a harder life, had to
impose upon themselves. Although the
habit may seem hard and barbarous, cer-
tainly almost all the great peoples of the
past, and the majority of those contem-
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porary who live outside our civilization,
have conceived and practised matrimony
not as a right of sentiment, but as a duty
of reason. To fulfil it, the young have
turned to the sagacity of the aged, and
these have endeavored to promote the suc-
cess of marriage not merely to the satis-

an organism far more essential than it is
to-day, because it held within itself many
functions, educational, industrial, and po-
litical, now performed by other institu-
tions. But reason itself is not perfect. Like
passion, it has its weakness, and marriage
so conceived by Rome produced grave in-

THE SO-CALLED BUST OF CICERO

All but the head is modern. Now in the Museo Capitolino, it was
formerly in the Palazzo Barberini.

faction of a single passion, usually as brief
as it is ardent, but according to a calcu-
lated equilibrium of qualities, tendencies,
and material means.

The principles regulating Roman mar-
riage may seem to us at variance with hu-
man nature, but they are the principles to
which all peoples wishing to trust the
establishment of the family not to passion
as mobile as the sea, but to reason, have
had recourse in times when the family was

LXXXII—2

conveniences, which one must know in
order to understand the story, in many re-
spects tragic, of the women of the Casars.

THE EVIL. OF EARLY MARRIAGE

THE first difficulty was the early age at
which marriages took place among the aris-
tocracy. The boys were almost always
married at from eighteen to twenty; the
girls, at from thirteen to fifteen. This
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disadvantage is to be found in all society
in which marriage is arranged by the par-
ents, because it would be next to impossi-
ble to induce young people to yield to the
will of their elders in an affair in which
the passions are readily aroused if they
were allowed to reach the age when the
passions are strongest and the will has be-
come independent. Hardly out of child-
hood, the man and the woman are natu-
rally more tractable. On the other hand,
it is easy to see how many dangers threat-
ened such youthful marriages in a society
where matrimony gave to the woman wide
liberty, placing her in contact with other
men, opening to her the doors of theaters
and public resorts, leading her into the midst
of all the temptations and illusions of life.

DIVORCE

THE other serious disadvantage was the
facility of divorce. For the very reason
that matrimony was for the nobility a po-
litical act, the Romans were never willing
to allow that it could be indissoluble; in-
deed, even when the woman was in no
sense culpable, they reserved to the man
the right of undoing it at any time he
wished, solely because that particular mar-
riage did not suit his political interests.
And the marriage could be dissolved by
the most expeditious means, without for-
mality—by a mere letter! Nor was that
enough. Fearing that love might out-
weigh reason and calculation in the young,
the law granted to the father the right to
give notice of divorce to the daughter-in-
law, instead of leaving it to the son; so
that the father was able to make and un-
make the marriages of his sons, as he
thought useful and fitting, without taking
their will into account.

The woman, therefore, although in the
home she was of sovereign equality with
the man and enjoyed a position full of
honor, was, notwithstanding, never sure
of the future. Neither the affection of her
husband nor the stainlessness of her life
could insure that she should close her days
in the house whither she had come in her
youth as a bride. At any hour the fatali-
ties of politics could, I will not say, drive
her forth, but gently invite her exit from
the house where her children were born.
An ordinary letter was enough to annul
a marriage. So it was that, particularly
in the age of Casar, when politics were

much perturbed and shifting, there were
not a few women of the aristocracy who
had changed husbands three or four times,
and that not for lightness or caprice or
inconstancy of tastes, but because their
fathers, their brothers, sometimes their
sons, had at a certain moment besought or
constrained them to contract some partic-
ular marriage that should serve their own
political ends.

It is easy to comprehend how this pre-

cariousness discouraged woman from aus-
tere and rigorous virtues, the very founda-
tion of the family; how it was a contin-
uous incitement to frivolity of character,
to dissipation, to infidelity. Consequently,
the liberty the Romans allowed her must
have been much more dangerous than the
greater freedom she enjoys to-day, since it
lacked its modern checks and balances,
such as personal choice in marriage, the
relatively mature age at which marriages
are nowadays made, the indissolubility of
the matrimonial contract, or, rather, the
many and diverse restrictions placed upon
divorce, by which it is no longer left to
the arbitrary will or the mere fancy of the
man,
In brief, there was in the constitution
of the Roman family a contradiction,
which must be well apprehended if one
would understand the history of the great
ladies of the imperial era. Rome desired
woman in marriage to be the pliable in-
strument of the interests of the family and
the state, but did not place her under the
despotism of customs, of law, and of the
will of man in the way done by all other
states that have exacted from her complete
self-abnegation. Instead, it accorded to
her almost wholly that liberty, granted
with little danger by civilizations like
ours, in which she may live not only for
the family, for the state, for the race, but
also for herself. Rome was unwilling to
treat her as did the Greek and Asiatic
world, but it did not on this account give
up requiring of her the same total self-
abnegation for the public weal, the utter
obliviousness to her own aspirations and
passions, in behalf of the race.

PURITANISM AS A SAFEGUARD

THis contradiction explains to us one of
the fundamental phenomena of the history
of Rome—the deep, tenacious, age-long
puritanism of high Roman society. Puri-
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tanism was the chief expedient by which
Rome attempted to solve the contradic-
tion. That coercion which the Oriental
world had tried to exercise upon woman
by segregating her, keeping her ignorant,
terrorizing her with threats and punish-
ments, Rome sought to secure by training.
It inculcated in every way by means of
education, religion, and opinion the idea
that she should be pious, chaste, faithful,
devoted alone to her husband and chil-
dren; that luxury, prodigality, dissolute-
ness, were horrible vices, the infamy of
which hopelessly degraded all that was
best and purest in woman. Puritanism
is essentially an intense effort to rouse in
the mind the liveliest repulsion for certain
vices and pleasures, and a violent dread of
them; and Rome made use of it to check
and counterbalance the liberty of woman,
to impede and render more difficult the
abuses of such liberty, particularly prodi-
gality and dissoluteness.

It is therefore easy to understand how
this puritanism was a thing serious,
weighty, and terrible, in Roman life; and
how from it could be born the tragedies
we have to recount. It was the chief
means of solving one of the gravest prob-
lems that has perplexed all civilizations—
the problem of woman and her freedom,
a problem earnest, difficult, and complex
which springs up everywhere out of the
unobstructed anarchy and the tremendous
material prosperity of the modern world.
And the difficulty of the problem consists,
above all, in this: that, although it is a
hard, cruel, plainly iniquitous thing to de-
prive a woman of liberty and subject her
to a régime of tyranny in order to con-
strain her to live for the race and not for
herself, yet when liberty is granted her to
live for herself, to satisfy her personal de-
sires, she abuses that liberty more readily
than a man does, and more than a man
forgets her duties toward the race.

WOMAN'S ABUSE OF LIBERTY

SHE abuses it more readily for two rea-
sons : because she exercises a greater power
over man than he over her; and because,
in the wealthier classes, she is freer from
the political and economic responsibilities
that bind the man. However unbridled
the freedom that man enjoys, however
vast his egoism, he is always constrained
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in a certain measure to check his selfish
instincts by the need of conserving, en-
larging, and defending against rivals his
social, economic, and political situation.

But the woman? If she is freed from
family cares, if she is authorized to live
for her own gratification and for her
beauty; if the opinion that imposes upon
her, on pain of infamy, habits pure and
honest, weakens ; if, instead of infamy, dis-
soluteness brings her glory, riches, hom-
age, what trammel can still restrain in her
the selfish instincts latent in every human
being? She runs the mighty danger of
changing into an irresponsible being who
will be the more admired and courted and
possessed of power—at least as long as her
beauty lasts—the more she ignores every
duty, subordinating all good sense to her
own pleasure.

This is the reason why woman, in peri-
ods commanded by strong social discipline,
is the most beneficent and tenacious among
the cohesive forces of a nation; and why,
in times when social discipline is relaxed,
she is, instead, through ruinous luxury,
dissipation, and voluntary sterility, the
most terrible force for dissolution.

One of the greatest problems of every
epoch and all civilizations is to find a bal-
ance between the natural aspiration for
freedom that is none other than the need
of personal felicity—a need as lively and
profound in the heart of woman as of man
—and the supreme necessity for a disci-
pline without which the race, the state,
and the family run the gravest danger.
Yet this problem to-day, in the unmea-
sured exhilaration with which riches and
power intoxicate the European-American
civilization, is considered with the super-
ficial frivolity and the voluble dilettan-
tism that despoil or confuse all the great
problems of esthetics, philosophy, states-
manship, and morality. We live in the
midst of what might be called the Satur-
nalia of the world’s history; and in the
midst of the swift and easy labor, the in-
ebriety of our continual festivities, we
feel no more the tragic in life. This short
history of the women of the Ceasars will
set before the eyes of this pleasure-loving
contemporary age tragedies among whose
ruins our ancestors lived from birth to
death, and by which they tempered their
minds.

( To be continued)
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MRS. HARTWELL’S “PERFECT
TREASURE”

BY ELIZABETH JORDAN

Author of ¢ May Iverson,”’ etc.

HEN Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Hart-

well moved into their apartment
on Stuyvesant Square, New York, the
bloom was still on their honeymoon and
the wax finish on their mahogany furni-
ture. They were young, they were in
love, and their optimistic outlook on life,
the natural outcome of these invaluable
blessings, was undimmed by Mrs. Hart-
well’s ignorance of housekeeping or by
Mr. Hartwell’s complacent breadth of
view as to every practical domestic ques-
tion. They had theories, though they
lacked knowledge; and they talked these
over on, the evening they arrived in their
new home, in the cheery light of the gas-
logs that deceptively rubbed cheeks in their
apartment’s one fireplace.

The packers had promised to begin their
work in Mrs. Hartwell’s former home at
eight in the morning, and complete the
unpacking in her new abode by two. They
began at three in the afternoon and de-
parted, leaving it incomplete, at ten. The
robust laundress engaged to assist Mrs.
Hartwell in laying rugs and arranging
furniture, “that the apartment might be
in perfect order by evening,” had not come
at all. But these episodes, though annoy-
ing, were too novel to be crushing. The
Hartwells lightly dismissed them from
their minds. Though healthily exhausted
by an exceedingly strenuous day, full of
unexpected and often disheartening inci-
dents, they were for the first time “at
home,” and their souls expanded in that
genial atmosphere of united possession.

Their living-room was filled with bar-
rels; their Morris chairs were on top of
their piano; their rugs were still in un-
sightly rolls; three of their choicest wed-
ding gifts had been broken; and their best
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pair of portiéres revealed a large hole as a
souvenir of one light-hearted son of toil
who had thoughtlessly put his foot through
it. But what did these things matter?
They were together; their new life was
beginning. For a time they sat in happy
silence, lulled by the strange beauty of this
novel reflection. At last Mrs. Hartwell
raised her head apologetically from her
husband’s shoulder and uttered a thought
that arose in her. .

“There ’s one thing that may worry us
a little, dearest,” she said, “and that ’s the
servant problem. Every one has warned
me of it, and I expect trouble, But I ’ve
made one firm resolution: I ’m not going
to have it get on your nerves, whatever it
does to mine. So I shall never mention
the subject to you. Remember, I go on
record for that, Joe!”

Young Joseph Hartwell protested
warmly against this considerate decision.
He was determined to share all his wife’s
burdens, of whateve:: nature, just as he
expected her to share his. He explained
this, and added that there must be perfect
confidence— She interrupted him.

“In big things, Josey darling, yes,” she
said, palpitantly. “I’ll tell you all that ’s
worth while, and I ’ll never forgive you
if you don’t tell me every single thing that
happens down-town. But the servant
question is different. That is the woman'’s
part of a household. Besides, it ’s not
vital. You would n’t expect me to wake
you at night to tell you I had been bitten
by a mosquito, would you?”

Mr. Hartwell looked so much as if he
would, at that period of their common ex-
istence, that she hurried on without giving
him time to interrupt her.

“That 's what the servant question is,”’
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she resumed—‘“merely a succession of
mosquito bites—annoying, but harmless.
And they must be endured alone.”

Her husband, a young man whose natu-
ral intelligence was developed by a careful
reading of the monthly magazines, grasped
this opening and pointed out that malaria,
typhoid, and yellow fever had been known
to follow in the mosquito’s wake, even as
nervous exhaustion followed in that of the
American servant. His wife remained un-
impressed.

*“The whole point is this, darling. You
must be undisturbed. You will be work-
ing all day for our bread,” she declared,
voice and gaze underscoring the point,
“and when you come home exhausted at
night, this must be your haven of happi-
ness and rest. I have sworn on Mother’s
Bible, all by myself, that I will not vex
vour soul with domestic cares the way so
many wives do. You must find your home
perfect; and I ’ll hold your poor tired
head while you tell me all about that hor-
rid Brown and the nasty things he has
said to you.”

Deeply touched by this thoughtfulness
and devotion, young Joseph Hartwell
clasped his wife to his breast. “I guess
I 'lIl be able to stop growling about
Brown,"” he predicted, “if you won't let
off steam on the servant question. But
remember, if you ever feel the need of a
svmpathetic ear, you 've got two of them
right here.”

She pulled them with coquettish feroc-
ity, to show her proprietorship, and the
conversation trailed off into lighter things
after this sturdy initial pact. The cor-
ner-stone of ideal married life had been
securely laid.

The next morning Mr. Hartwell drank
a cup of some dark and mysterious brew
which had looked enough like coffee to
make its weird flavor something of a shock,
devoured an egg that had boiled dutifully
for him since dawn, and rose from the
table with a sigh of relief.

“Was the coffee all right, darling?”
asked his bride, with a pathetic sense of
the possibility that his home coffee had
tasted differently. “I was n't quite sure
ahout it, but of course the new maid will
know how it s done, exactly.”

“It was bully,” he assured her, loyally.
“1 never drank anything like it,” he added
with perilous veracity. He struggled into

his overcoat as he spoke, and faced her,
ready for the ordeal of their first farewell.

“I ’m going to the intelligence office to-
day,” she told him, when the poignant
moment was over. ‘‘To-night I ’ll have
a nice little maid here, with a blue print
dress and a cap on. And to-morrow morn-
ing you ’ll have delicious coffee, and eggs
and bacon, and sugar-covered waffles!”

Young Mr. Hartwell carried the mem-
ory of these words away with him, and
found them returning to his mind as the
busy hours flew by. His stomach felt
strangely empty. He had disliked to see
his wife work that morning, even at the
housewifely occupation of preparing his
breakfast—and her own, too, he felt
obliged to add in justice. He had not
married her to make a household drudge
of her, he told himself. He would be glad
when she had secured a helper who would
do all the heavy, uninteresting household
tasks, leaving Jessie free to add those deli-
cate feminine touches he vaguely surmised
to be in a lady’s province. Then, of course,
they would both be glad to have some one
at hand who could cook, not more lov-
ingly, but less conjecturally.

Moreover, there was something rather
alluring to him, just entering on his own
domestic domain, in the idea of a neat
maid around the place—one who would be
trig and quiet and respectful ; who would
brush his clothes and lay his newspaper
beside his breakfast plate, and look after
his material comfort in similar small but
important ways, with the gentle but
masked joy of those who serve.

This day, the first they had spent apart
since their marriage, seemed endless to
him, though he was very busy. At the
stroke of six he raced home to her, with a
jocund song of thanksgiving in his heart
that she was his to go home to. Also he
pictured, like a noiseless, fluttering blue-
bird playing about its nest, the tidy little
maid. He already felt his coat taken from
him by her deferential but eager hands.
The place would be in order, too, and not
look like a junk-shop. It was ‘“home” to
which he was hastening. He ungratefully
forgot the years during which his mother
and sisters had spent most of their waking
hours ministering to his needs. He felt
that now life was to offer him something
new— something different from anything
he had ever known before. He was right.
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As his key entered the lock, his- wife,
who had evidently awaited the sound,
opened the door. She looked pale, tired,
and, after the glow of welcome had passed
from her face, strangely depressed.

“Don't take off your coat, Josey,” she
said, gently. “We—we must go out to
dinner. Is n't it a shame! I have n't
found a maid yetz. But of course,” she
added, with desperate cheerfulness, “we ’ll
have one to-morrow.”

Over their restaurant dinner she con-
fided to him the events of the day.

“It is n’t exactly complaining to you
when I have n’t even got a servant yet, is
it?” she asked, wistfully. *“Of course
when I have one, if I get one, I won't
mention her.”

Reassured on this point, she entered
upon a stirring chronicle of care-filled
hours.

“I went to five intelligence offices,” she
said, “and not one maid would even prom-
ise to come. Aunt Addie went with me,
and she says they most always do promise,
at least; so one has a few moments of
cheer and hope. But to-day they would n't
even call and chat for a few minutes.
They asked such high wages, and they ex-
pected so many privileges that I was dazed.
But the worst of it was that not one of
them was a general houseworker!”

The last words came out in a wail of
despair,

Her husband smiled.

“Oh, well, then,” he said, airily, “you
went to the wrong places, darling. To-
morrow you can go where the general
houseworkers—er—blossom.”

“But they don’t,” his wife explained,
patiently. “They don’t blossom anywhere.
That ’s just the point. They don’t exist.
They ’re extinct, like the dodo, only they
are all don’t-don’ts,” she added, with a
pathetic effort at gaiety. “Nowadays they
all specialize! Aunt Addie says that as
soon as a general servant learns to offer
you things on your left side at the table,
she considers herself a trained waitress
and wants twenty-five dollars a month.
Twenty-five dollars! Why, Josey, I
thought we could get one to do everything,
except the laundry work, for eighteen!”

Her young husband looked thoughtful,
but took refuge in a soothing optimism.

“Never mind,” he said, robustly. “Don’t
you worry, little girl. Of course there
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must bé géneral servants, or other folks
would n’t have ’em. I 'll ask the fellows
at the office how their wives manage!”

“Joseph Hartwell!”

Joseph Hartwell’s spine chilled. He
had never before heard that quality in his
wife’s voice. He did not want to hear it
again. But it still lay as a delicate frost
over her next words. ,

“Don’t you dare! Do you think I 'm
going to have them laughing at us, in your
office, for asking advice on the servant
question within forty-eight hours after we
have gone to housekeeping? Now, I never
shall mention the subject to you again.”

Hartwell soothed her with honeyed
words. :

“We should n’t have expected to get
the right person the first day,” he told
her, later. “That would be too much
luck. Things don’t happen that way, in
the every-day world. And you must n't
be discouraged if you don’t even get her
to-morrow. Take plenty of time to it.
It won’t hurt us to take our meals out for
a day or two.”

They spent the evening cozily in the
warmth of the gas-logs, discussing the ser-
vant question. Jessie described the women
she had interviewed that day, their types,
their aspirations. Joseph recalled anec-
dotes of servants he had met in his moth-
er’s home. In the fullness of their interest
in the general subject, they almost for-
got its individual poignancy for them. This
was revealed to them, however, with re-
lentless force, early the following morn-
ing. Mr. Hartwell, cheerily emerging
from his plunge, was confronted by the
stricken face of his wife. Reading tragedy
on it, he stopped short.

“Oh, Josey!” she cried despairingly,
“there ’s nothing for your breakfast! I
forgot to get some more eggs, and the
baker has n’t been told yet to leave rolls.
I'll do it to-day. Can you forgive me?”

Mr. Hartwell, sternly subduing the de-
mands of a healthy young stomach, as-
sured her that he could, and added airily
that it did n’t matter. If she would hurry
and dress, they would breakfast at the
same hospitable restaurant that had shel-
tered them the night before. The Jelay
made him late at the office, however, and
the knowing grins of his fellow clerks as
he entered did not help him to accept with
unruffied calm the stern glance Mr.
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Brown, the firm’s unpopular junior part-
ner, cast first upon his flushed face and
then upon the placid disk of the clock.

The chronicle he listened to that night
was much the same as the one of the pre-
ceding evening. There was no maid, there
was no order in his home, but there was
an added layer of care on the brow of his
wife, and a deeper deposit of dust on their
possessions. There were also ampler de-
tails of her experience. She was as one
who had gone to the edge of the servant
question, looked over, and shuddered to
dwell on the depths she had seen.

“Well, then, if there are no general
houseworkers, why not get a waitress and
let her cook, too?” asked Mr. Hartwell,
patiently, when he had listened to a recital
of a quest which seemed to have combined
the respective difficulties that attended
those of Don Quixote, Mademoiselle de
Maupin, and Diogenes. His wife’s eyes
held a glint of disapproval, the first that
had ever shone there when they were
turned on him. She explained in simple
words, adapted to the understanding of
one of tender years and limited intelli-
gence.

“Waitresses do not cook,” she said.
“They only stand and let us wait. Cooks
do not wait. Why should they, if they
can make us hire a waitress to do it? And,
oh, Josey,” —her voice broke—“I am so
tired.”

Again he comforted her, and, from the
depths of a philosophic conviction that oc-
cupation tends to peace of mind, he per-
suaded her to permit him to make a be-
ginning that evening in the small matter
of unpacking and settling. As a result,
one barrel was delivered of a mass of china
and glass, several pieces of which were
broken, two pictures were hung, and one
bookcase was set up in shamefaced empti-
ness, to await filling when their boxes of
books were opened. While Mr. Hartwell
was regarding, with expanding nostrils
and set lips, a finger-nail on which he had
unpremeditatedly brought down a ham-
mer a few seconds before, his wife ap-
proached him with coos of womanly sym-
pathy.

“But, oh, Josey, how dreadfully dirty
you are!” she added. “Why did n't you
get into old clothes before you began?
That nice gray coat is black with dust.
I ’m afraid you ’'ve ruined it; and —great
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heavens! Joseph Hartwell! look at the
hole you ’ve torn in the leg of your new
trousers!”

Mr. Hartwell looked. A hot desire for
rich, easy expression of his feelings boiled
in him. He sternly overcame it, but
was strangely silent the remainder of the
evening. His wife, observing this, at-
tributed it to fatigue. She gave him two
eggs the next morning, which obtruded
themselves on his consideration during the
day as things not entirely past. Also, a
cup of coffee whose memory he refused to
harbor at all, lest it should seem criticism
of Jessie. As he was about to leave the
house he addressed her, however, in tones
that held a new note of authority.

“I hope you 'll get some one to-day,
Jessie,” he said, “to come in here and take
hold of things. Don’t be too particular.
Get any one you can—good, bad, or indif-
ferent. ‘Then, while she ’s putting the
place into shape, you can take your time
to choose a good maid. But make a start
now with anything—even if she cannot
cook anything but eggs and coffee,” he
permitted himself to add.

His words were desperate, and so was
his expression. When he returned home
that night he beheld their result. A grena-
dier of a woman, with gray hair, a red
nose, and sleeves rolled to her shoulders
confronted him as he entered his little hall.
Close behind her was his wife. She wore
a towel on her head, and a huge apron
enveloped her. Gloves covered her hands,
one of which held a piece of bric-a-brac,
while the other flourished a dirty dusting-
cloth. She held up for his kiss a begrimed
little face.

“Oh, is that you, Josey—so soon?"” she
inquired, anxiously. “I hoped you would
n’t get home till I had changed into some-
thing clean. But we 've done wonders.
Look, dearest!”

Dearest looked. They had done won-
ders. He saw them around him. The
orderly, packed-up appearance of the first
nights had given place to chaos. They
had unpacked barrels and scattered their
contents over the floor; had unwrapped
packages and left the papers and string
where they fell; had uncrated furniture
and left the empty crates to add to the
indescribable confusion.

“Great Scott!” exclaimed Joseph Hart-
well, aghast. Then, realizing, from his
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wife's warning signals, that he was not
living up to his rdle, he pulled himself
together.

“By Jove,” he said, with a quick recov-
ery, “how did you do it all? You must
have worked like Trojans. But—er—
would n’t it have been simpler to get rid
of the boxes and strings and paper—send
'em down-stairs, you know? And to un-
pack only one barrel at a time, and then
put the things away before you unpacked
the rest?”

He stopped. His wife was making more
signals, and the new servant was beside
him, arms akimbo, her face darkened by
brooding wrongs.

“So that ’s the kind ye aare!” she de-
manded, “finding fault the very first
thing, is it? ‘Herself warned me ye 'd
make a fuss over the mess, but I 'd not
believe it.” She was unrolling her sleeves
now, and she pulled them into place with
an angry tug as she ended. *Give me me
day’s wages,” she added, “an’ I ’ll be
goin’. If ’t was a gineral houseworker yez
wanted, I c’u’d do the wurruk. But what
yez needs is a team av horses, three good
carts, six men, a vacyum claner, a cook, a
paarlor maid, and a stame-dredge!”

She flounced off to her room after this
outburst, and though they tried on her the
power of their united eloquence and
charm, she departed haughtily, carrying
the dingy suitcase that contained her
worldly possessions. She left as a souvenir
of her sojourn two burned veal cutlets—
which the Hartwells devoured in depressed
silence, broken finally by the gentleman.

“Damn her!” he said, vigorously.
“Damn 'em all!” Then he bit his lips
and flushed. “I beg your pardon, Jessie,”
he muttered, contritely. But his wife was
looking up at him with a face glorified by
the light of a great gratitude.

“Thank you, darling,” she said, simply.
“I ’ve been wanting to all day, but of
course I could n't!”

The next three months of the Hartwells’
domestic life covered a period they both
subsequently declined to discuss. A multi-
tude of servants, old and young, plump
and thin, came, lingered a few hours, or at
most a few days, and went their way.
They were of all nationalities, of all com-
plexions, of all tempers—but two things

they had in common: a deep-seated, com--

prehensive ignorance of their work, coupled

with a grim determination to receive the
highest wages ever. paid to general house-
workers in the history of feminine labor.
One bright Norwegian girl, carefully
trained for a week by Mrs. Hartwell in
the gentle art of waiting on table, tri-
umphantly informed her mistress at the
end of the seventh day that she had secured
a good place as “second girl,” owing to
this same instruction. It was after this
episode that Mrs. Hartwell sought her
husband with a demand for “new swear
words,” and, finding that he had used his
entire vocabulary and had nothing else to
offer, sank into a depression which lasted
a fortnight.

At the beginning of the fourth month
Hilda came, bringing hope with her. The
evening of her arrival she answered in
person young Hartwell’s imperative ring
of the bell, for he had forgotten his latch-
key. He had been dreading the new hor-

.ror before him, so he stared hard as he

crossed the threshold. Here at last was
the vision of his dream and Jessie’s! He
pinched himself. Was he dreaming? Or
perhaps he had been run over by a cable-
car or automobile, and transferred to a
world where such visions await those who
have borne much here below!

Hilda was blonde, Hilda was young,
Hilda was pretty, and Hilda was in blue
with a white cap. Even as he took in these
glorious, these impossible, details, Hart-
well felt deferential hands relieving him of
his hat, then of his overcoat. Dazedly he
entered his little drawing-room, to be met
by another, fairer vision—his young wife,
radiant. She was dressed for dinner, and
she had a carnation in her hair—a favorite
adornment of hers in the past, but one she
had abjured as a hollow mockery during
these last months.

“How sweet you look!” cried Hart-
well. “What does it all mean?” She
stopped him, with a quick hand on his lips.
Then, drawing him into their small bed-
room, she explained in an excited whisper.

“You 'll have to dress for dinner,” she
said, hurriedly. “You won’t mind, will
you? She expects it!”

She spoke the last words with a furtive
glance at the closed door. Hartwell’s eyes
followed hers, stupidly.

“She—who?” he asked.

“Hilda.”

The name came softly, almost like an
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invocation.  Disregarding his puzzled
look, his wife went on,

“When it neared dinner-time, Hilda
asked if I needed more than half an hour
to dress. She seemed to take it for granted
that I would dress. So I—I did. And
she said dinner would be at seven, of
course, because if you did n’t get home
till half-past six, you would need half an
hour to bathe and dress. Please hurry,
JOSCY."

Josey hurried. Several thoughts arose
in him, but he kept them to himself. A
look at his wife’s happy face checked their
utterance. When his toilet was com-
pleted he followed Jessie into the small
drawing-room. It was immaculate. The
gas-logs blazed on the hearth, the light of
the reading-lamp streamed through a pol-
ished chimney, a great easy-chair was
drawn up to the fire. Before he could
sit down the new maid was at the door.

“Dinner is served,” she announced.
Long ancestral avenues seemed to diverge
from Hilda. She had an “atmosphere”
which had to be lived up to.

As in a dream the Hartwells went to
the table. The soft light of shaded can-
dles fell on their best .dishes, their most
exquisite linen. These things had been
carefully packed away, but Hilda had
found them. Joseph Hartwell drew his
wife’s chair out for her, an attention he
had omitted to pay her for weeks—seated
himself in his own, and vainly tried to
catch her eye. She was chatting pleas-
antly, but in formal tones, like a rural
social leader at a party. Hartwell grinned
at her boyishly, but there was no answer-
ing flicker of humor in her cool, responsive
smile. She was living up to Hilda.

That night, after dinner, he sought to
probe the mystery of Hilda’s capture, but
Jessie cut him short.

“We ’ve got her!” she said. “Now
let ’s look on these past months as a bad
dream, and forget it. Let ’s forget the
horrible habits we 've formed lately, too,
and be civilized again. I 'm going to
keep my resolution from this time on—the
one, you know, about not bothering you
with the servant question. Henceforth I
intend to meet the housekeeping difficul-
ties without your help.”

It looked, indeed, as if she could, with
Hilda’s help. Hartwell, sitting at the
breakfast-table the next morning, drank

“alertly.
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Hilda’s delicious coffee, ate Hilda's crisp
bacon, enjoyed Hilda’s perfect muffins,
and felt his heart go out to Hilda in an
expansion of domestic content to which he
had heretofore been a stranger. He smiled
at her gratefully, bid her a cheery good-by
when he left, and greeted her as a true
and tried friend when he returned at
night. His wife, again in full evening
dress, greeted him with the old-time joy.

“But you 're late, Josey,” she said,
“You have only twenty minutes
to dress for dinner.” )

“Then I won’t dress,” declared Hart-
well, lightly. “I ’m horribly tired, any-
how, and I ’ve got the beginning of a
beastly headache.”

His wife's face clouded. For a moment
she stood silent, in tréubled thought.
Then she said, suddenly:

“Please dress, Josey. I 'm sorry to in-
sist when you don’t feel well, but it ’s—
it ’s really important.”

Hartwell rose without a word, set his
lips, went to his room and dressed with a
sense of injury which deepened as he strug-
gled with a refractory tie. His evening
clothes were laid out for him, so he was
back in the drawing-room in a surprisingly
short time. His wife rewarded him with
a grateful smile.

“I had tea this afternoon,” she said.
“Hilda brought it in at five, though I was
alone, and served it as daintily as if we
were having a party. She took our brass
bowl to the florist’s this morning, and had
him fill it with ferns as a centerpiece for.
the table. She ’s making a great deal of
work for herself, but she seems to like
it.”

Her husband frdwned dubiously.

“I don’t mind her making work for
herself,” he remarked frankly, “but I 'm
not sure I enjoy having her make work for
me. Say, Jessie, have we got to dress for
dinner every night, whether we feel like
it or not? Of course I know we ought to,
theoretically; but practically—have we
got to?”

Jessie nodded solemnly.

“I think we have,” she said. “But I
don’t mind. I like it. I always have.”

“Oh, well, all right.” Hartwell was
in a better humor now. Dinner was an-
nounced that moment. He was in a still
more mellow mood when he had eaten it.
Hilda was a good cook, and how she could
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cook so well and yet give them such per-
fect service in the dining-room he could
not understand.

“To-night you go to theater, not?" ob-
served Hilda, affably, as she served the
dessert.

Hartwell stared. His wife looked elo-
quently at him.

“Why, we were rather thinking about
it,” he said, carelessly. “I guess we will.
They say ‘Madame Z’ is a stirring thing.
We might go to that and be harrowed
up, if you like, Jessie.”

Hilda smiled in sweet approval. After
dinner she bustled around eagerly, to get
them ready. Her face fell when she
saw that Mrs. Hartwell’s evening coat
did not match her gown, but she wrapped
it round her loyally and without comment.

“Now I call taxicab,” she said, calmly.
And, going to the telephone, she did so
without waiting for the protest which was
trembling on Joseph's startled lips.

“She seemed mighty glad to get rid of
us,” he murmured, as they entered the
waiting vehicle a few minutes later. He
had been irritated by the incident of the
wrap. “Do you suppose,” he added, ironi-
cally, “her young man ’s coming and she
wants the parlor? And say, Jessie, why
did she think we wanted a taxi?”

Mrs. Hartwell shook her head.

“I suppose,” she said, slowly, “she is
accustomed to people who take a taxicab
as a woman would take a fresh handker-
chief. But I 'm sure she is n’t expecting
company. I don’t think Hilda would do
anything that is n’t right.”

They enjoyed the play, and came home
after it in a humble cable<car, Hilda’s
expectant eyes not being on them. They
were in good spirits after the drama, sad
though it had been, and Hartwell real-
ized, with sudden compunction, that such
outings for Jessie were rarer than they
should have been so early in their married
life. Passing the dining-room when they
reached home, he observed that the gas
there was burning dimly, and entered to
turn it out. A cry of surprise and pleas-
ure burst from him.

“Great Scott, Jessie!” he said.
here!”

Jessie rushed. On the table stood a
plate of sandwiches, a delicate salad, a
bottle of claret, and Mr. Hartwell’s sole
box of cigars. Like children the two fell

“Come

upon the feast, after a gasp of adult ap-
preciation,

“Say, is n’t this great, really?” re-
marked Hartwell, with his mouth full.
“She ’s a ‘perfect treasure,’ that girl,—the
kind we read about.”

“Indeed she is,” Jessie acquiesced.
“But—can we keep her? There ’s the
rub. We ’ll have to be so careful |”

She looked thoughtful, and a line of
anxiety was discernible on her brow. Dur-
ing the day she had gleaned from Hilda
the uneventful story of that young per-
son’s life. She repeated it later to her
husband as he smoked peacefully before
the gas-logs.

The next evening at six, young Hart-
well staggered into his home under the
weight of an unwieldly box.

“Carried it myself,” he explained,
sheepishly. “It ’s a present for you, and
I wanted to be here when you opened it.
Do you realize that it s my first married
present to you, Jessie? We 've been in
such a mess that I have n’t had time, un-
til now, to even think of the delicate little
attentions all authorities agree that a man
should pay his wife.”

As he spoke Jessie was feverishly un-
fastening strings and tearing away paper.
She gasped when the contents of the box
came into view. A handsome evening
wrap, selected with surprisingly good
taste, lay before her. With a cry of de-
light she took it out, unfolded it, and put
it on at once. It fitted perfectly and was
extremely becoming. She hurled it and
herself into her husband’s waiting arms.

“I got the hint I wanted last night,”
said Hartwell, after a satisfying pause,
“when I found you did n’t have one that
would go with every gown. Before that I
could n't think what to give you. Do you
realize that we were married four months
ago to-day? This is an occasion worth

celebrating.”
“Do I remember?” She looked at him
reproachfully. “Wait. I 'll show you!

You 'll be more glad that you remembered
it. Come here.”

“Here” was apparently under the bed,
whither she had just dived. She emerged
breathless, bearing a carefully wrapped
parcel, which she handed him without a
word. He opened it eagerly and beheld
a black velvet smoking-jacket.

“My anniversary present to you,” gur-
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gled his wife, happily. “I thought of it
last night when you hated so to dress.
Evenings when we stay home you can take
off your dinner codt and be comfy in this.
Hilda won’t mind,” she added, ‘as shc
helped him into it.

At the end of their fifth month an
awakening came. Young Mrs. Hartwell
approached her husband with features
puckercd with anxiety.

“Josey, darling,” she sald “I ’ve )ust
been going over the grocer’s and butcher’s
bills. They 're perfectly awful! They ’re
almost twice what they were last month.”

Mr. Hartwell nodded solemnly.

“I know,” he told her. “I ’ve just been
having a session over the bills for gas and
taxicabs. The figures are staggering.”

He showed them to her. She gasped.
Then, with a long sigh, she answered.

“It means Hilda,” she said, reluctantly.
“We ’ve been living up to her, you see.
Have n't you realized that?”

He stared at her with masculine obtuse-
ness. “I know we ’ve had a bully time,”

he said, “and been mighty comfortable i

but I don’t see where she comes in.”

“Oh, yes, you do, Josey Hartwell!”
His wife’s tone was triumphant. “You 've
understood exactly as well as I have. Only
you would n’t admit it. Have n't I seen
you dressing for dinner nights when you 'd
almost rather die? Did n’t you buy silk
socks because she wondered why you had
none? Did n’t you hire taxicabs a dozen
times rather than have her think you were
stingy? Have n't you taken me to the
theater twice a week because she expected

you to?”

Hartwell writhed. “Well,” he con-
ceded, “suppose I did? Have n't you
given three dinners this month simply be-
cause she wondered why we did n’t enter-
tain more?”

His wife’s head drooped. “I know,”
she said. “And I wanted to show her off.
And I ’ve squandered our income in laun-
dry bills because she expected me to wear
all my best wedding lingerie—and of
course she could n’t do it up. She had n’t
time. She was too busy laundering extra
table linen, and getting late suppers for
us, and planning for our pleasure in vari-
ous ways, and arranging for our life as she
intends us to live it.”

“What ’s the answer, Jessie?” Hart-
well added the figures before him and
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held up the total for her inspection.
“Must we let her go?” he asked, “or can
we economize in other ways, and keep

-her? We can stand the bills, I suppose,

but are n’t we parting with our liberty,
too? She rules us with a rod of iron.

-She makes us do everything she thinks

best. Is it worth it?”

His wife hesitated, began to speak, then
stopped. A great wave of color rolled
over her delicate face.

“Oh, we can’t let her go, Josey,” she
cried. “We can never let her go, now.
She was talking yesterday about children.
She said she would just love to have one
in the house. It seemed too good to be
true, that she should feel that way. To
think she ’s so interested! It made me
perfectly happy! She was just dear when
I told her. But,” —this point settled, her
voice changed as she turned to the smaller
issues—‘“how are we going to manage?”

Her husband’s chest swelled. His voice
was full of pride as he answered.

“That ’s all right, darling,” he said, as
he held her very close, very tenderly. “I
got a big increase in salary to-day. 1 was
just bluffing a little over the bills before
telling you about it. And Brown, good
old Brown, told me he considered me the
most valuable man the firm has. He says
if I keep up the pace I ’ve struck, I can
count on a good rise every year. So you
see we ’re all right. Hilda stays right on.
Her principal job hereafter is to take care
of you, and make you comfy. We ’ll get
a woman to do the washing and ironing
and other heavy work.”

Mrs. Hartwell drew a long breath of
happiness.

“Shc "Il like that,” she said. ‘““And oh,
to think she ’s really glad!” Then,
“They 'll make you a partner yet, dar-
ling,” she predicted, proudly. “They
know they can’t get along without you.”

Her mind reverted again to the vital
problem in their lives.

“Hilda will stay now,” she said, confi-
dently. “This—this will hold her.”

For a moment they sat in happy silence.
The shadow of the angel’s wing touched
them, but the angel had the bright face of
Hilda. Then young Mrs. Hartwell con-
tinued aloud her train of thought:

“She can see for herself,” she mur-
mured, contentedly, “that we ’'re doing
everything we can to please her!”
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UKALI burst upon me first above

the steamboat-landing after I had
passed the custom-house. His cousin, alsp
a guide, had already seized upon me as
his prey, and having secured my umbrellas
as a mark of attachment, he was ordering
various donkey-drivers to handle my lug-

ge.

I looked up and saw the tall, fine fig-
ure, crowned with its beautiful head. The
features bespoke a high-bred Arab strain,
with beautiful, dark eyes that showed the
whites like a startled horse, and a trim,
black beard that did not conceal the clear-
cut mouth.

He came over, and quietly, in a few
words, asked if he could assist me to a
lodging. My captor rounded upon him
like a gutter dog upon a mastiff that dares
to dispute a bone.

I said: “I would rather have you, but
this man seized me amid that yelling
throng on the pier, and I am powerless to
resist. To-morrow I shall have you for
my guide.” '

Dukali inclined his head stifly, while
the irate screams of his cousin seemed to
fall harmlessly about his dignity.

The services he afterward rendered
were delicately done, and the hope of gain
was never visible or in any way suggested,
even though our meetings were frequent
and his assistance was valuable. He shared
my taste for coffee in large glasses weak-
ened with warm milk. Seated by a café
table on the street, in perfect physical con-

tent we watched for hours the blended life
that filled the little market-place.

Attracted by a delicate voice and charm-
ing accent, I quickly noted the finely chis-
eled features of a noble, a private in the
Chasseurs d’Afrique. Beside him sat an-
other of his company, with a strangely
stern face, who spoke little. But in the
hard, set line of his jaw one could see the
will that locked forever some unfortunate
incident which had made him enlist in the
legion. Only one of his fine mettle could
accept with resignation a fate so foreign to
his birth. The face of the first chasseur
showed a peace as of a clear conscience.

Dukali turned sharply as a prisoner in
the grasp of armed men was hurried cry-
ing and struggling across the market-place
and fell upon his knees sobbing piteously
before a Moor of venerable appearance
who sat against the café wall. A woman,
unveiled, threw herself before him, rend-
ing her garments, and kissing his feet, and
imploring him piteously to be merciful
to her only son. The guards expostulated
and made charges, the magistrate tried to
calm them, and the prisoner denied and
wailed for mercy, each in turn. There
was doubt, and when the woman lifted her
tear-stained face and imploringly held out
her arms, the magistrate stirred his coffee
and let his spirit soften. So he spoke gen-
tly to the man and to the guards, who let
him go, and held forth his hand to silence
the stream of blessings that the mother
poured upon him.

25



26

We left the dissolving crowd, and
strolled to the Turkish café, a strange
place, where women dance. The entrance
is a dimly lighted Moorish arch that lends
mystery, and leads to a courtyard sur-
rounded by huge pillars that support a
gallery, from which men and women
looked down. In the shadow behind them
were many small doors opening to rooms
where people ate and slept, or kept their
stores of rugs, draperies, and pottery from
Fez, or any of the hundred things that
merchants bring to sell. When this house
was built,—perhaps for a Moorish gentle-
man,—the court was open to the sky; but
now it is roofed over, and the old court
has become the pit of a small theater, with
tables set for drinking. On a raised plat-
form sat a row of women with tambour-
ines, and a one-eyed man before a zither,
while 2 man and a boy with violins, held
like ’cellos, completed the orchestra. A
woman rose, pale and weary of face, and
with eyes and hair of a dark luster. A
sharp crash on the zither arrested the
hum of voices from the groups of Moors
at the tables. Then a strange rhythm, an
expression of Arab love, broke from the
violins, and clanged in the strings of the
zither. It was a plaintive note, which be-
gan high, and fell in little rippling cascades
of sound, only to rise and fall again in the
same waves of sound. Then the voices of
the women caught the wailing love-note
and their tambourines beat the rhythm to
which the dancer began to move.

WHEN Fatima and Ayesha first waited:
upon me, I was disappointed but I re-
flected that a traveler in any of the Mo-
hammedan countries must be content to
see the women of the people. Those from
the country are lower than European peas-
ants, the veriest beasts of burden, bent
double beneath huge loads of fagots, which
they carry miles over hill and valley to
vend for a miserable pittance in the mar-
ket-place. Luckier are those who sell scar-
let tomatoes. Some of these have amassed
wealth, which is displayed in gold and sil-
ver bangles on the wrist and ankle, or
hangs suspended from the ear. Some are
favored with huge, dark eyes, lined with
kohl, that vaguely suggest the charms of
regal beauties hidden in the harem. Some-
times a figure, huddled in filmy veils that
even conceal the eyes, passes on a richly

- N
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saddled mule. Her life is that of all these
roses born in a hothouse. A perfect crea-
ture of the senses, she will be sold to the
best buyer, be he twenty or sixty, while
she is less than sixteen.

Every day one may see the public part of
the marriage ceremony passing in the street.
Down a narrow alley comes the slow beat
of drums. The shrill, mellow cry of the
Moorish pipes rises in weird, discordant
music that always halts for the breath of
the player. First appear two men bearing
large Moorish lamps upon their heads,
within which are several lighted candles.
Then come many men walking, and a
large mule with flat saddle, upon which
the bride sits cross-legged. She is invisible
within a box-like canopy of wood, covered
with muslin in many thicknesses. Her
negro slave woman walks sorrowfully in
the procession, for she is going to lose the
darling she has dressed and tended for
years. The pipes and the drums precede
the bride or bring up the rear of the pro-
cession. They are going to a saint’s tomb,
where she will be consecrated, and then.
carried in the same fashion to the house of

" her lord and master. To-morrow she will

be separated from him for seven days, the
time being spent by the bride in seclusion
among her women, where the hours are
passed in music and story-telling. The
bride sits high in a niche, carpets and
precious stuffs are spread before her, and
thus, a goddess for the time, she has the
incense of love burned before her.

A strange adventure may befall the
wedding-party. In Moorish law, an uncle
of her own blood may claim the bride
from all comers. Such a one may stop
the procession in the street and carry off
the bride, while the intended husband can
only execrate the robber impotently when
the news is brought to him at home, where
he has been ardently awaiting the coming
of his bride.

TiMBUCTOO, as we called him, is a Sudan-
ese. When he beams upon you, coins come
unresisting from your pockets, and the ex-
tra sparkle of joy in his gnarled face is
your reward, even if he does not shake
your hand and kiss his own daintily where
it has touched yours, or murmur “God
bless you” in Arabic.

I met him first on the Marshan, a flat
plateau about which Europeans, Jews, and
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a few rich Moors have built their dwell-
ings, leaving a large, flat, open space be-

dle of a large ring of men were grouped
holy flags set upon the ground, and near

tween. Here crowds cofme on days of them were the priests who leaped, some-

-

>y,

From the water-color by Sydney Adamson. Half-tone plate engraved by H. C. Merrill

“TIMBUCTOO,” A SUDANESE CASTANET PLAYER

feasting, when religious frenzy needs scope
for its expression.

Mulai-Abd-el-Hafid had been en-
throned, and these children of the sun
were giving thanks to Allah. In the mid-

LXXXI—4¢

times singly, jumping high in air, time
after time, and just touching the ground
like a rubber ball that a child is bouncing.
The great ring of men, holding hands,
jumped in time with the priests. Then
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the motion changed to a strange bow made
with the whole body, and recovered with
a backward jerk of the head and a straight-
ening of the knees. Sometimes the feet
were kicked out like the front line of a
chorus, but always the ring bowed rhyth-
mically. A dull roar of voices calling
upon Allah mingled with the furious rat-
tle of hands upon tom-toms, like a bass
note that did not blend with the wild
shricking of the pipes.

Safely from balconies some Frenchmen
were watching the wild rites. A few
Furopeans rode past on horses, but not too
closely. Very few whites were on foot in
the crowd. 1 walked close until the

Frum the water-color by Syduey Adamson.,
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rope bound with many-colored cloths was
slung over his shoulder. From it were
suspended ornaments of every description
—sea-shells mounted on cords of red, keys,
the teeth of animals, army buttons, a flat
card covered with green and red cloth and
surrounded by tinsel, tassels of red and pur-
ple, and cords of a deep cadmium yellow.
From the other shoulder was slung a
party-colored bag of mysteries, which I
afterward saw opened. In it were money,
food, pipe, and a strange medley of rags.
In his hands he carried a pair of enor-
mous castanets, and tucked under his arm
was a short stick decked with many-col-
ored rags, a sort of jester’s wand.

Hault-tone plate eugraved by G. M. Lewis

THE CHESS-PLAYERS

Moors began to scowl and seemed to close
in a little to prevent my progress. There
was a sense of fanaticism and danger in
the air. ’

Returning through the crowd to watch
the lighter expressions of joy, 1 met Tim-
buctoo. He smiled with odd dignity as he
passed, all a-glitter with dangling trinkets.
His trappings were odd, bizarre, vet ex-
quisite and entirely  harmonious.  They
were as much a part of him as was his
grizzled beard. Into his jeleba (outside
grment), originally the color of undyed
wool, patches of mellow and vivid colors
had been inserted. On his head he wore
a red cap covered with coins and  teeth,
About it near the head, was coiled a tur-
ban of purplish red, one strand of which
was looped loosely beneath his chine A

In my wanderings about the place I
next came upon a group of Moors. The
tom-toms were beating joyfully, and the
great castanets were clattering merrily. In
the perspiring group of dancing mimes
Timbuctoo was easily king. As his slen-
der legs, like black bronze. danced in time,
he uttered a guttural “Uh-hoo-hoo! uh-
hoo-hoo!” then. seized by the spirit of the
desert, turned round in a circle, always in
four sharp jerks. pausing a perceptible
instant at each of the tour points of the
compass. This he did many times, after
which he threw his head back and forward
to the beat of the dancing group.

ThEe Kasbah is the ancient Moorish city,

set upon the hill that tumbles down in
rocky bluffs to the sea trom its high, en-
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circling wall. It is a great box of Orien-
tal mystery. All the grim tragedy of me-
dieval life passes within a gunshot of the
legations, the outposts of Europe and
America. Men die starving and athirst
in the prison, never fed by the govern-
ment, often deserted by their friends. Fe-
ver and disease ravage its foul ranks.
Overhead, from the high tower of the
mosque, a long cry thrills out in the bright
moonlight, telling the world that Allah is
great,

The Kasbah is never silent. Its sleep
is troubled even under the quiet stars.
The rattle of police drums and the blare
of bugles accompany the changing guard.
A party of holy men with a white flag
drift slowly down its narrow alleys,
with shrill pipes and slow drums asking
alms for a saint. Donkeys bray in hys-
terical chorus and dogs answer one an-
other at intervals. Sometimes there is a
lull that allows the night breeze to rustle
the palm-tree by the great mosque, that
lets the ear drink in the long wash of the
surf on the beach far below, and then
come the muffled human sounds from the
painted houses and the hollow courts
within.

In a harem, women are dancing to
the maddening rhythm of drums. Close
by, a sick man is dying. To-morrow he
will be carried shoulder-high en a flat,
wooden stretcher, while the beautiful and
impressive funeral-chant will swell out al-
ternately in front, then behind, and again
in front, as the two groups of mourners
relieve each other, till the body is laid a
little way down under the earth on the
hillside where many graves, like miniature
housetops, mark the resting-place of the
faithful.

In the blazing light of noon one may
enter the Kasbah gates, turn once or twice
down the narrow streets, and imagine that
five centuries have been lost. The grated
windows, the studded doors, the lime-
washed walls of white, and ocher, and bril-
liant blue, the half-open door revealing a
court where a gnarled fig-tree is shading a
well, and Ayesha with her yellow vest,
her pink trousers, and a striped apron
cloth tucked between her knees as she
pulls up the dripping earthen pitcher, make
scenes which form a perfect picture of the
past.

Fair women captives from our North-

ern shores have been dragged up these
slopes, the prize of pirates. And what
they saw then, our eyes see to-day: the
cloudless blue, the blaze of sunlight on the
tinted walls, the motley throngs of children
running in the streets. The housetops
are for the women, and one may not with-
out danger look down too often upon his
neighbor’s roof. In every narrow street,
in tiny shops, the articles of life are
growing under skilful hands: morocco
slippers of leather, yellow, and red, as
they are for men or women; shutters and
studded doors of wood; trays of beaten
brass. The doors of the poor are not
guarded like those of the rich, and, stand-
ing ajar, will often show a family wash in
progress over a sodden floor, a meal in
preparation, or a baby in its changing
clothes. Suddenly a woman, robed in her
great blanket of white, comes into the
street. Veiled to the eyes, which are
screened by a hand raised beneath her
wrap, they peer out curiously. In the
white sunlight, she stands before one
openly, yet enveloped in impenetrable mys-
tery.

In my dream world of the East, min-
gled with the faint odor of an old volume
of the Arabian Nights, my senses enjoyed
only the sweet scent of flowers and the
heavy perfumes of the painted ladies. Per-
haps in the deeply guarded recesses of the
harem there are those who punish their
husbands for failing to use rose-water.
The clean garments and spotless hands
and feet of their lords give color to such
stories. But over the real world of the

street it is better to draw the veil of a per-
fumed handkerchief.

THE night had tempted me, and I sat
heedless of time on a terrace enraptured
by the beauty of the Kasbah in the full
moon. The city was alive. Some one
played fitfully upon the Moorish pipes.
The tinkling of a gimbri blended with
weird snatches of Arab song, and steadily,
rum-tum-a-rum-tum, rum-tum-a-rum-tum,
beat the mad cadence of a rhythmic dance.
That tom-tom fascinated me, and I arose
to trace the sound. Every sense was too
delicately awake for hurry. I watched the
pattern of tree-shadows on the path, which
drops by little flights of steps through the
garden. I stopped to drink in the cool air,
full of the perfume of a night flower, and
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listened to the distant beat of the drum
through the veil of rustling leaves.

The market-place was empty and white
in the moenlight. The sound beat from
the right, and so I followed it. At a side
street I paused. In the shadow of a low
house stood a small crowd of men gazing
into a lighted doorway. From within came
the mad beat of the drum and the muffled
cry of voices. I waited in the moonlight,
and watched the eager faces of the men. A
few were of the city; others were of the
neighboring tribes; and some were bare-
legged madmen of the hills, fresh from
the fellowship of eagles and vultures.

I vaguely scented danger, but my feet
led me to the door, and I looked in. A
lantern, hung in the low roof, threw a
soft light on two weird figures dressed
like the old Moors of Tarik's time, with
girdles about their waists, and high tur-
bans, like the Persians. They were per-
forming a holy dance. Men sat close to
the walls, squatting on the floor and chant-
ing, while they beat time with their hands,
and rocked their bodies to and fro. The
dance became a frenzy. The feet flew
swiftly, and the tom-toms broke into a
double rhythm, as the sounds crossed each
other.

While lost in this strange spectacle,
something awoke me to the consciousness
of a presence regarding me with the sul-
len eyes of a beast. A tall, lean moun-
taincer was walking around me slowly
in a circle, about five feet from where I
stood. Appearing to watch the dance
within, I gripped my stick firmly, as I was
unarmed. Soon my eyes followed him, and
I had to turn my head quickly so that

only an instant he was unseen at my back.
A few of the group noticed him. I made
a slight movement. He plunged his hand
into his bosom, pulled a dagger into view,
and loosened it in its sheath. I walked
slowly, pretending to be looking back at
the light and the dance, out into the de-
serted market-place. The lean figure fol-
lowed, and began to move in a large circle
round me twenty feet off, gradually clos-
ing to eighteen, fifteen, and then to ten
feet. I stood in the same spot, silent, but
now always facing him, and when I swung
my stick at him he would recede a pace
or two, and continue to circle, always with
eyes intent on me but never meeting my
gaze. Two town Moors, passing, stopped.
One sat down on an empty box, while the
other stood by him, to watch the strange
encounter.

Finally the two Moors advanced upon
him, shouting, and gesticulating angrily.
They caught him by the arms and hustled
him off, no doubt telling him that, with
war-ships in the bay, and soldiers in the
guard-house, Tangier was no place in
which to kill Christians.

When I regained the terrace, the whole
world was a fairy-land under the spell of
that beautiful moon. I watched the tracery
of the tree-shadows upon the terrace, and
drank in the deep perfume of the night
flowers. Through the whispering of the
trees came the steady beat of the tom-tom;
but it had ceased to call me. It was no
longer a mystery. Had one of Fate’s lit-
tle plans miscarried, or had that great
dramatic artist merely added a touch of
danger to increase the glory and charm of
the night?

DESTINY

BY GOTTFRIED HULT

O-DAY, one fateful moment, Soul -
Made craven compromise with Sense:
I shudder, journeying toward the goal
Of Crisis, days or ages hence.
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HERE are three possibilities known

as the “yellow peril.” One is the
swamping of the slow-multiplying, high-
wage, white societies with the overflow
that is bound to come when China has ap-
plied Western knowledge to the saving of
human life. This is real, and imminent,
and nothing but a concerted policy of ex-
clusion can avert it. Another is the over-
matching of the white peoples by colossal
armies of well-armed and well-drilled yel-
low men who, under the inspiring lead of
some Oriental Bonaparte, will first expel
the Powers from eastern Asia, and later
overrun Europe.

This forecast is dream-stuff. One who
goes up and down among these teeming
proletarians realizes that, save among the
Mohammedans of the Northwest, the last
traces of the military spirit evaporated
long ago. The folk appears to possess
neither the combative impulses nor the en-
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ergy of will of the West Europeans. Chi-
nese lads quarrel in a girlish way with
much reviling but little pounding, with
random flourishing of fists, but only when
there is no danger of their finding the op-
ponent’s face. A row among coolies im-
presses one much more with the objurga-
tory richness of the language than with
the fighting prowess of the race.

Very striking is the contrast with the
gamecock Japanese who, fresh from a mil-
itary feudalism, are still full of pugnacity.
At Singapore three thousand Chinese were
detained in quarantine with three hundred
Japanese. The latter made insolent de-
mands such as that they be served their
rice before the Chinese. The Celestials
could easily have crushed this handful of
brown men, but in the end. rather than
have “trouble,” they accepted second ta-
ble. Not that the Chinese is chicken-
hearted. Indeed, there is tiger enough in
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him, when aroused ; but he simply does not
believe in fighting as a way of settling dis-
putes. To him it is uneconomical, hence
foolish. In Malaysia it has been observed
that, no matter how turbulent a crowd of
Chinese may become, if one of their head-
men holds up his hand, they quiet down
till they have heard what he has to say.
Their tumult is calculated and they do
not get beside themselves with rage, as
will a mob of Japanese or East Indians.

The new army is a vast improvement,
but still its fighting spirit may well be
doubted. “How do you like the service?”
an American asked a couple of reservists.
“Very well.” “How if a war should
break out?” “Oh, our friends will let us
know in time so we can run away.”
Smarting under repeated humiliations, the
haughty Manchu princes are forging the
new army as an instrument of revenge;
but the Chinese people prize it as a buck-
ler only, and do not intend it shall take
the offensive. In the officers one misses
the martial visage, the firm chin and set
jaw that proclaim the overriding will.
The wondering look and the unaggressive
manner of the private reveal the simple
country lad beneath the khaki. The Jap-
anese peasant has the bold air of the sol-
dier; the Chinese soldier has the mild bear-
ing of the peasant. Belief that right makes
might, and that all difficulties can be set-
tled by appealing to the /i, i.e., the Rea-
sonable, so saturates Chinese thought that
nothing but a succession of shocks that
should move the national character from
its foundations will lay them open to the
military spirit. Long before they have lost
their faith in peace, the Chinese will be
too strong to be bullied and too flourishing
to seek national prosperity through con-
quest.

The third “yellow peril” is the possi-
bility of an industrial conquest of the
West by the Orient. Contemplating the
diligence, sobriety, and cleverness of the
Chinese, in connection with their immense
numbers and their low standard of com-
fort, some foresee a manufacturing China,
turning out great quantities of iron, steel,
implements, ships, machinery, and textiles
at an incredibly low cost, and therewith
driving our goods out of neutral markets
and obliging our working-men, after a
long disastrous strife with their employers,
to take a Chinese wage or starve. Against
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such a calamity the industrial nations will
be able to protect themselves neither by
immigration barriers, nor by tariff walls.

Assuredly the cheapness of Chinese la-
bor is something to make a factory-own-
er’s mouth water. The women reelers in
the silk filatures of Shanghai get from
cight to eleven cents for eleven hours of
work. But Shanghai is dear, and, besides,
everybody there complains that the labor-
ers are knowing and spoiled. In the steel-
works at Han-yang common laber gets
three dollars a month, just a tenth of what
raw Slavs command in the South Chi-
cago steel-works. Skilled mechanics get
from eight to twelve dollars. - In a coal-
mine near I-chang, a thousand miles up
the Yangtse, the coolie receives one cent
for carrying a 400-pound load of coal on
his back down to the river a mile and-a
half away. He averages ten loads a day,
but must rest every other week. The
miners get seven cents a day and found,
i.e., a cent’s worth of rice and meal. They
work eleven hours a day up to their knees
in water, and all have swollen legs. After
a week of it they have to lay off a couple
of days. No wonder the cost of this coal
(semi-bituminous) at the pit’s mouth is
only thirty-five cents a ton! At Cheng-tu,
servants get a dollar and a half a month
and find themselves. Across Sze-chuan,
lusty coolies were glad to carry our chairs
half a day for four cents each. In Sin-
gan-fu the common coolie gets three cents
a day and feeds himself, or eighty cents a
month. Through Shan-si, roving harves-
ters were earning from four to twelve
cents a day, and farm-hands got five
or six dollars a year and their keep.
Speaking broadly, in any part of the Em-
pire willing laborers of fair intelligence
may be had in any number at from eight
to fifteen cents a day.

With an ocean of such labor power to
draw on, China would appear to be on the
eve of a manufacturing development that
will act like a continental upheaval in
changing the trade map of the world. The
impression is deepened by the tale of in-
dustries that have already sprung up. In
twenty years the Chinese have established
forty-six silk filatures, thirty-eight of them
in Shanghai. More than a dozen cotton-
spinning-mills are supplying yarn to native
hand-looms. Two woolen mills are weav-
ing cloth for soldiers’ uniforms. In Shang-
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hai there are pure Chinese factories mak-
ing glass, cigarettes, yellow-bar soap,
tooth-brushes, and roller-process flour.
The Han-yang Iron and Steel Works,
with 5000 men in the plant and 17,000
more mining and transporting its ore and
coal, is doubling its capacity, having last
spring contracted with an American syn-
dicate to furnish annually for fifteen years
from 36,000 to 72,000 tons of pig-iron to
a steel plant building at Irondale on Puget
Sound.

Those who judge by surfaces anticipate
a development swift and dramatic, to our
race a catastrophe or a blessing according
as one cares for the millions or the million-
aires. But, peering beneath the surface,
one descries certain factors which forbid
us to believe that the industrial blooming
of the yellow race is to occur in our time.

Before flooding world markets the yel-
low-labor mills must supply the wants of
the Chinese themselves for manufactured
goods; and, even if, man for man, they
have not more than an eighth of the buy-
ing power of Americans, China still offers
a market more than half as large as that
of the whole United States. Its estimated

annual consumption of cotton goods -

would carpet a roadway sixty feet wide
from here to the moon. Owing to the in-
definitely expanding market eastern Asia
will afford for the cheap machine-made
fabrics, utensils, implements, cutlery,
toilet articles, and timepieces to pour forth
from the native factories to be established,
the evil day is yet distant when the white
man’s product will be driven from the
South American or African fields by the
handiwork of the yellow man.

Then, production is not always so cheap
as low wages would indicate. For all his
native capacity, the coolie will need a long
course of schooling, industrial training,
and factory atmosphere before he inches
up abreast of the German or American
working-man. At a railway center in
North China is a government establish-
ment that imports bridge materials from
Europe, builds up the beams, fits and
punches them, and sends them out in
knock-down state to the place where the
bridge is needed. Yet, with labor five
times as cheap, it cannot furnish iron
bridges as cheaply as they can be imported
from Belgium, which means that at pres-
ent one Belgium iron-worker is worth five
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Chinese. It will take a generation or two
for the necessary technical skill to become
hereditary among these working people.

Active China, which is about as large as
the United States east of the Rocky Moun-
tains, has less than 7000 miles of railway.
Owing to the thick population and the in-
tensive agriculture the traffic potency of
most parts is so great that, no doubt, ten
times the present mileage, if economically
constructed and managed, would yield
handsome dividends on the investment.
Now, at best, it would take China’s spare
capital for the next thirty years to build
the railways the country ought to have.
It must be borne in mind, too, that, out-
side a few treaty ports, the new industries
await the initiative of the Chinese. Gone
forever are the halcyon days of Li Hung
Chang’s railway and mining concessions,
when a single foreigner could obtain the
exclusive right to mine coal and iron over
5400 square miles of the richest mineral-
bearing province. The rising nationalism
with its cry “China for the Chinese!” has
put an end to all that. The government
recovered certain of the railway conces-
sions and the people of Shan-si paid the
Peking Syndicate two and one quarter mil-
lions to relinquish an undeveloped conces-
sion. China will, no doubt, block the path
of the foreign exploiter as carefully as
Japan has, and her mills and mines will
be Chinese or nothing.

But the courage of the Chinese capital-
ist is chilled by the rapacity of officials un-
checked by courts or people. One of the
directors of the Shanghai-Hang-chau Rail-
way—a purely Chinese line—tells me
their chief trouble in building the road
was the harassing “inspections” which
obliged them to bribe the officials in order
to go on with the work. Moreover, Pe-
king forced upon the company a large, un-
needed foreign loan, which would have
been expended by government men with-
out the stockholders knowing how much
stuck to the fingers of the officials. So, in-
stead of using the money for building the
road, the company loaned it out in small
amounts at a high interest, and will repay
it as soon as the terms of the loan permit.

The case of Fu-kien shows how irre-
sponsible government paralyzes the spirit
of enterprise. For half a century Fu-kien-
ese have been wandering into the English
and Dutch possessions in southeastern
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Asia, where not a few of them prosper as
merchants, planters, mine operators, con-
tractors, and industrialists. Some of them
return with capital, technical knowledge,
and experience in managing large under-
takings. Yet, aside from a sawmill —the
only one I saw in China—]I hear of not
one modern undertaking in the province.
The coal seams lie untouched. The man-

darins lay it to the difficulty of getting the.

coal to tide-water. The Fu-kienese rich
from his tin-mining in Perak—there are
thirty Chinese millionaires in the Malay
States—tells you it is dread of official
“squeeze.”

The country back of Swatow is rich in
minerals. But what probably would hap-
pen to a retired Singapore contractor so
rash as to embark on a mining venture
there? The tribes of Hakkas in the neigh-
borhood of the ore deposit would demand
something for letting him work it unmo-
lested. The local mandarin would have
to be squared. The /i kin officials would
sweat him well before letting his imported
machinery go up the river. The magis-
trate of every district his product touched
in going down the coast would hold him
up. Finally, to cap the climax, at any
. moment his operations might be halted by
an outbreak of superstitious fear lest they
were disturbing the earth dragon and spoil-
ing the luck of the community. Small
wonder a high imperial official confesses—
in confidence—that not one penny of his
fortune ever goes into a concern not under
foreign protection.

His Excellency Wu Ting Fang is so
impressed with the blight of insecurity
that he suggests that, instead of clamoring
for an early parliament, the people exact
of the imperial government a Magna
Charta guaranteeing the following rights:
no arrest without a proper warrant; pub-
lic trial within twenty-four hours; no pun-
ishment nor fining of the relatives of a
convicted person; no confiscation of the
property of his partners or business asso-
ciates.

ALTHOUGH vast in aggregate the agri-
culture of China is petty agriculture and
its industry is petty industry. Its busi-
ness men are unfamiliar with the man-
agement of large-scale enterprises, and
have had no experience with the joint-
stock company. Highly honorable as mer-

chants and bankers, they have never
worked out a éode of ethics for the stock
company, and in such relations they are
the prey of a mutual distrust which is only
too well warranted.

The taking of commissions has become
so ingrained in the Chinese that it is no
longer a moral fact but only an economic
fact. Your cook takes his wages as a
recompense for his technical services only;
for his services as a business man in buying
for your household he feels himself en-
titled to a profit. Bray him in a mortar,

‘but you will not get the notion out of him.

This is why as soon as a business capital
is anywhere got together it begins mysteri-
ously to melt away. A company formed
to build a certain railway maintains an
idle office staff of ten, and station-masters
have been engaged and put on the pay-
roll, although not a rail has been laid.
Much of the pay of these lucky employees
goes, no doubt, to those who appointed
them. Sleepers were bought in great quan-
tities, and after lying for a year were sold
to carpenters. One of the government
railways called for tenders for sleepers.
A German firm bid lowest and filled the
order. Later, whén more sleepers were
wanted, the purchasing official, instead of
calling for new bids, telegraphed to the
firm, “Your Japanese competitor has come
down to your figure, but you may have the
contract for a moderate commission.” The
offer was ignored, and the Japanese sup-
plied the sleepers, no doubt after giving a
douceur.

In a big government works the foreign
expert after due tests designated a certain
coal as the best in heating capacity. The
first lot supplied him by the purchasing
agent of the works was all right. The
second was poor, although the agent stoutly
insisted it was the same coal. He had
been given a commission to substitute the
inferior fuel. The railway engineer,
whether foreigner or Chinese, is contin-
ually put out by the arrival from oversea -
of machinery or materials different in kind
or grade from what he had ordered. The
cause is not inadvertence. There are thir-
teen railways now being constructed on
the basis of “everything Chinese,” and
most of them have one trait in common:
the money goes faster than the construc-
tion. The Amoy-Chang-chau line, the
first in Fu-kien, proceeds with disappoint-
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ing slowness. Great piles of rails and ties
lie deteriorating, waiting for road-bed.
The construction of the Canton-Hang-
chau line advances at what the stockhold-
ers feel to be a snail’s pace. The Anhui
Railway Company has disbursed five mil-
lion taels and not a mile of track is com-
pleted. The piers for the bridges are
ready, the structural iron for them is on
the ground, and thirteen miles of grading
is completed. But the company’s money
and credit are gone, the shareholders are
disgusted, and work is nearly at a stand-
still. There is enough of such experiences
to make one call China “the land of
broken promise.” Some of the trouble is
due to bad judgment, but too often the
management has been pulled out of plumb
by the itch for commissions.

IN China there are few duties more sacred
than that of helping your kinsman, even at
other people’s expense. A man regards it
as right to provide berths for his relatives
and no scruple as to their comparative fit-
ness tweaks his conscience. The manager
of a government plant, on looking into a
department which was going badly, found
that thirty-three out of the fifty-five men
in that department were relatives of the
foreman. Since two years ago, when the
Peking-Han-kau Railway came under Chi-
nese management, the positions along the
line have been filled on the basis of sheer
favoritism, with the result of loading the
pay-roll with incompetents. No wonder
the ticket-seller regards the crowd at the
ticket window as a nuisance, and lets them
fume while he chats with his friends. And
you may hear the track manager complain
bitterly of having to put in and retain cer-
tain relatives of the director who cannot
do the work assigned them.

So desperate is the struggle to live and
so ingrained is the spirit of nepotism, that
whenever capital is laid out by any one
else than the owner, employees multiply
like locusts. They drop out of the clouds
and spring up from the ground. The gov-
ernment offices at Peking are clogged with
useless place-holders. You marvel that
colleges with twenty-five or thirty teachers
maintain ten officers of administration un-
til you realize that half of them are sine-
curists. In one plant the foreign expert
found thirty-six parasites sucking the
water-pipe all day and drawing good pay.

- gineer,
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One was purchaser of coal, another pur-
chaser of wood, another custodian of the
steam fittings, and so on.

At Lin-cheng a Belgian company came
to terms with a Chinese company with a
concession by giving them half the stock
and agreeing to pay a Chinese director and
a Chinese engineer in addition, of course,
to the foreign director and the foreign en-
The theory is that the Belgians
and the Chinese are partners in operating
the colliery ; but the naked fact is that the
latter are mere parasites on the enterprise.
The Chinese director lives at Tientsin on
his $700 a month, and never goes near the
mine. The Chinese engineer with his
$225 a month and a fine house built him
near the mine gives no technical ser-
vices whatever, but goes about suppress-
ing the petty native coal diggings that im-
pair the exclusiveness of the company’s
concession !

AT the present stage the Chinese business
man can neither get along with the for-
eign expert nor without him. Four hun-
dred miles up the West River you see tons
of heavy machinery lying on the bank. It
was imported for smelting silver ore in the
mountains fifteen miles away. The Chi-
nese found themselves unable to set up
the smelter, so the machinery rusts while
the ore is smelted in England. An engi-
neer will be given lot after lot of bad coal
because his manager never thinks of fuel
in terms of heating capacity. To him coal
is coal, and the cheapest is the best. Shan-si
is the Pennsylvania of the Empire, and at
great price the provincials regained the
right to exploit its mineral wealth them-
selves. Yet a certificated colliery manager
has been four years at Shan-si University
as professor of mining, and not once has
his professional opinion been sought on a
mining question!

The Han-yang Company appreciates
the expert and employs twenty-two French
and Belgians to supervise the making of
steel. But not always are the Chinese so
fortunate. In one city an electric light
company failed, it is said, for want of
sufficient expert assistance. About three
years ago the “Protection of Shan-si”
Mining Company undertook to develop
coal-mining in the province. The first
expert they employed was to reconnoiter
and report. He spent several months go-
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ing about, but as he failed to map his wan-
derings and finds his reports were worth
little. Then a great English expert was
engaged, but when, on reaching Tientsin,
he learned that he was expected to spend
months in the field instead of a few weeks,
he took his expenses and went home.
When, finally, a twenty-foot vein of coal
was attacked, expert after expert quit be-
cause he insisted on having things done
right, and the company would not follow
his advice. It is plain that both the native
capitalists and the imported experts have
grievances. ‘The situation is unfortu-
nate, and cannot but retard development
until China has good engineering and tech-
nical schools for training experts of her
own.

The inefficiency of the management of
Chinese undertakings is heartrending in
its waste of sweat-won wealth. The super-
intendent of construction of a railroad
will be a worthy mandarin, without tech-
nical knowledge or experience, who has to
rely wholly on his subordinates. Or the
prominent financier chosen president of
the company feels himself quite above the
vulgar details of management, and so dele-
gates the task to some one of lesser conse-
quence. This gentleman, too, feels above
the work, and passes it down to some one
else. So the big men become figureheads
and little men run the enterprise. Any
government undertaking suffers from the
conceit and unpracticality of the manda-
rins. The initial price of the cement from
a government plant was fixed at a dollar
a barrel more than the cost of good for-

eign cement. The officials thought that
the people would beg for “imperial ce-
ment” regardless of price.

The fact is the faulty past lies too
heavily on the mind and the character of
contemporary Chinese. The real strength
of the race will not generally declare itself
till another generation is on the stage,
bred in the new education and énforcing
a higher code. Perhaps the moral atmo-
sphere will not clear till there has come a
marked let-up in the struggle for existence.
At the back of the business man’s mind
lurks, I fancy, a dim sense of a myriad
clutching hands. People do not judge one
another very strictly when each acts with
the abyss ever before his eyes. The excel-
lent reputation enjoyed by the Chinese
business men in Malaysia suggests that
only in a land of opportunity does the nat-
ural solidity of character of the yellow
race show itself.

It is not likely, then, that the march of
industrialism in China will be so rapid
and triumphant as many have anticipated.
Jealousy of the foreigner, dearth of capi-
tal, ignorant labor, official ‘squeeze,”
graft, nepotism, lack of experts, and in-
efficient management will long delay the
harnessing of the cheap-labor power of
China to the machine. Not we, nor our
children, but our grandchildren, will need
to lie awake nights. It will be along in
the latter half of this century that the
yellow man’s economic competition will
begin to mold with giant hands the poli-
tics of the planet.



SHAKSPERE ON THE STAGE
THIRD PAPER: RICHARD THE THIRD

BY WILLIAM WINTER

OR about four centuries the memory

of King Richard the Third has been
persistently blackened by the ascription
to him of a sinister character, a malig-
nant will, and the ruthless commission
of infernal crimes. An occasional word,
indeed, has been spoken in his vindica-
tion, but historians in general, in their
narratives of his life, have followed, as
Shakspere did, in his play on that subject,
the authority of the chroniclers Hall and
Holinshed, who followed that of Sir
Thomas More; and it is incontrovertible
that More’s account of King Richard the
Third was inspired, if not actually in
great part written, by Morton, whom
King Henry the Seventh, Richard’s suc-
cessor, made Archbishop of Canterbury,
and who was one of the most inveterate
of Richard’s foes. More was a boy five
years old when Richard fell, at Bosworth.
In youth he became a member of Mor-
ton’s household at Canterbury, and he was
educated virtually under the supervision
of that primate. It is possible that Mor-
ton may have told him, and that he be-
lieved, a story of Richard’s career. There
is authority for the statement that Morton
wrote, in Latin, a narrative of Richard’s
life, which at his death in 1500 fell into
the hands of More. The “Tragical His-
tory” which has served to make Richard’s
name infamous was begun by More in
1513, and he left it unfinished at his death
in 1535.

For the actor the text of Shakspere is
the arbitrary guide in undertaking to
impersonate Richard the Third as drawn
in Shakspere’s play, and in Shakspere’s
play Richard is represented as an incar-
nation of craft, treachery, cruelty, and
heaven-defying wickedness, not, however,
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without conscience and some of the usual
attributes of humanity. It is desirable,
though perhaps it is not essential, that the
actor of Richard should be acquainted
with every fact ascertainable relative to
the actual character, aspect, and conduct
of the man; for the reason that such com-
prehension of him might tend to augment
weight, authority, and sincerity in an em-
bodiment of even a wrong conception of
him. It certainly is essential that every
student of Shakspere’s play should bear in
mind its gross inconformity to ascertained
facts of Richard’s life.

Bacon, although he wrote in the time of
Queen Elizabeth, granddaughter of King
Henry the Seventh, and wrote like the
servile courtier that he was, nevertheless
declared of King Richard the Third that
he was “jealous of the honor of the Eng-
lish nation, and likewise a good law-maker
for the ease and solace of the common peo-
ple,” adding, however, in the mean spirit
of political detraction, that Richard’s mo-
tive was not the purpose of doing justice
to his subjects, but of winning popularity.
The fact is that Richard relieved the Eng-
lish people of an unjust, extortionate taxa-
tion; caused the laws of England to be
printed in the English language, and thus
made them accessible for the first time;
abolished all imports on books; fostered
the arts, particularly the arts of printing
and of music; and throughout his career
strove to advance civilization.

This is not the place for a minute ex-
amination of the history of King Richard
the Third, but it will not be amiss to say
that such an examination educes material
facts tending to show that Shakspere's
portrayal of that prince is a fabric of the
imagination, reared on a basis of calumny.



SHAKSPERE ON THE STAGE 41

Edward, Prince of Wales, was not mur-
dered, but was killed, as other soldiers
were killed, in battle, “in the field by
Tewkesbury.” King Henry the Sixth,
who had become half imbecile, died of
disease, aggravated by grief, and not by
the hand of an assassin. No evidence
exists proving that the young princes,
Edward and Richard, sons of King Ed-
ward the Fourth, were murdered, a rea-
sonable probability being that one of them
died, in the Tower, of disease, and that the
other was privily sent out of the kingdom,
and reappeared later, in the person of Per-
kin Warbeck. Queen Anne, wife of King
Richard the Third, died a natural death,
precipitated by acute sorrow for the death
of their only child, Edward, and not by
poison. The Duke of Clarence was put
to death by his fierce and cruel brother,
King Edward the Fourth, who distrusted
and hated him, as also did Edward’s wife,
Queen Elizabeth (Woodeville), and her
numerous relatives and partizans. Lord
Hastings was slain because Richard knew
him for a political opponent and suspected
him of being privily implicated in a plot
to frustrate the Protectorate and assassi-
nate the Protector. Richard dearly loved
his mother, “the Rose of Raby,” and he
was at all times much under her influence;
and also he dearly loved his wife Anne
Neville, and when he became a widower,
he never entertained the purpose, but pub-
licly and officially disavowed it, of wed-
ding his niece Elizabeth, a princess whom
subsequently the astute, crafty, cold-
blooded King Henry the Seventh took to
wife, in order to fortify his usurped title
to the English crown. In almost every
particular, although he was a stern ruler
and a fierce, sanguinary, restless antago-
nist, and not guiltless of cruel conduct,
King Richard the Third was almost lit-
erally the reverse of the man whom Shak-
spere’s tragedy has blazoned as a monster,
for the lasting execration of the world.
Richard was not deformed, except that
one of his shoulders was a little higher
than the other. He was short of stature,
slender in figure, and possessed of uncom-
mon strength. His neck was short, and
habitually his head was slightly inclined
forward. His face was of the aquiline
cast, his features were regular, and he had
the large nose of the Plantagenet family.
His eyes were dark and brilliant. His

complexion was olive, his hair dark brown,
and his cheeks were a little hollow. His
voice was notable for placidity and sweet-
ness. He was fond of rich apparel and
customarily wore magnificent garments.
He was nervous and restless, as shown by
his habit of sheathing and unsheathing his
dagger, and of sliding a ring off and on
one of his fingers—the third finger of his
left hand. He was an expert, graceful
dancer, a proficient horseman, and in bat-
tle his expedition, agility, valor, and prow-
ess were extraordinary. As a qualifying
fact touching his alleged ‘deformity,” it
might be remembered that, according to
apparently authentic chronicle, he could,
and did, when accoutred in full armor,
leap to the back of his horse without
touching foot to stirrup.

The text of Shakspere’s play of “King
Richard III,” as customarily printed and
used, is an eclectic one, taken partly from
the first Quarto, 1597, and partly from
the First Folio, 1623. The text of the
Folio exhibits alterations of the original,
not, it is supposed, made by the author,
but by the actors, either at the prelimi-
nary tavern reading of the play, which
was of usual occurrence, or in the pro-
cesses of rehearsal and performance dur-
ing many years. It has been ascertained
and recorded that ‘“there are about one
hundred and twenty new lines introduced
in the Folio” (Knight), and that ‘“the
Quartos contain important passages which
are not found in the Folio, while the Folio,
on the other hand, supplies passages, no
less important, which are wanting in the
Quartos” (Dyce). A justifiable inference
would seem to be that the world does not,
and never can, possess the text of “King
Richard III” exactly as Shakspere wrote
it.

Henry Irving caused a book to be
printed of Cibber’s alteration of Shak-
spere’s tragedy, in which, by the use of
inks of different colors, the lines known or
believed to be exactly those of Shakspere
were shown, in contradistinction from the
lines selected by Cibber from other plays
by Shakspere, namely, “King Henry 1V,
Part Two,” “King Henry VI, Part Two,
and Part Three,” “King Richard II,” and
“King Henry V,” and from lines origi-
nal with Cibber. Among Cibber’s verses,
the most ambitious is the speech declaring,
“Conscience! 't is our coin; we live by
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parting with it.” * The statement put into
the mouth of Richard, “1 ’ve lately had
two spiders crawling upon my startled
hopes,” etc., and the commandment, “Get
me a coffin full of holes,” etc., are Cib-
ber’s, and not likely to be mistaken for
Shakspere’s. Three of Cibber’s lines, how-
ever, are generally supposed to occur in
the original: “Off with his head! So
much for Buckingham!” “Conscience,
avaunt! Richard ’s himself again!” and
“A little flattery sometimes does well.”
Coarse as it is, Cibber’s version of Shak-
spere’s play was finally approved, for prac-
tical use, by both Henry Irving and Ed-
win Booth, consummate masters of their
art, after each of them had made the ex-
periment of producing the original in a
condensed form. Neither of them, how-
ever, reverted to the use of the Cibber
play.

The first attempt to restore Shakspere’s
tragedy to the stage, even in a partial form,
was made by Macready, at Covent Gar-
den, in 1821, that great actor impersona-
ting Richard, with Helen Faucit as Queen
Elizabeth. It did not succeed; that is, it
did not please the public, and it was with-
drawn after a few performances had been
given.

Old votaries of the theater—such, at
least, as have obtained any considerable
experience of that institution—are aware
of the manner in which within the last
fifty years Richard has usually been rep-
resented. The notion of the conventional
tragedian has been that Richard is “a part
to tear a cat in, to make all split,” and
accordingly the stage has often been the
scene for tiresome display of a scowling,
mugging, ranting creature of extravagant
deformity, as distinct from Nature as a
nightmare is from sense. The number of
actors who have assumed the part of Rich-
ard is prodigious, but the number of actors
who have presented him as a possible and
interesting human being, and not as a
monstrosity, is few.

The first performer of Richard was
Burbage, but nothing is known of his
method of acting him or of the dress that
he wore. The anonymous elegy on that
actor’s death,—a composition consisting of
eighty-six lines of heroic verse which, hav-
ing long existed in manuscript, was first
published in 1825,—mentions Crookback
as one of the characters in which he ex-
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celled, and intimates that when he died
that character, among others, died with
him, a form of demise f<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>